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Whoops. 


"Cmon," he heard the drummer egging him on, strong hands on his hips as he was pulled back against the lank 
body of the primary rhythm section of Black Veil Brides. His face was flushed already with the torment he'd 
had to deal with on the bus ride from the venue to the hotel where everyone else seemed more than content 
to not socialize and hide in their bunk. Texting girls. Or playing tetris. Something. Anything that meant he and 


the drummer were left alone for more than about twenty seconds, allowing hands to wander over his body. 


Had this been a few days ago, he probably would have straight up vomited on CC and just let that be that. 
Thankfully, food poisoning was a demon that had passed. Though projectile vomiting on the taller male would 
probably be a good way to make sure he kept his hands to himself. That was something worth squaring away 


for a later date. 


"CC-" managed out the awkward little guitarist before lips found his neck and found that spot and he swore 
for a second he forgot how to think, breathe, or exist as a human being until he was able to push back against 
the taller male and make a momentary flight to the bathroom. Though that didn't last long as the door was 
not locked and he found that lanky frame of a man joining him in an area that was usually reserved for one. 
"CC-come on. | just want to shower." he said, before feeling hands pulling at the shirt he wore, an old Jack 
Dariels shirt that had seen better days, currently missing sleeves. His typical lounge about wear. 


"Yeah, me too. Lets do the world a favor and shower together?" came the suggestion that Jake knew was 
coming but still caused him to roll his eyes and place his hand against his forehead with a weighted sigh. Really. 
That was all the drummer could some up with. Gritting his teeth, he stepped behind the shower curtain and 
threw his clothing out bit by bit before turning on the water. He gave up. The other man was more than 
welcome to do as he wanted at this point. Jake was certainly feeling the end of tour slime over his body. He 
loved touring-the fans, the playing, the everything, but he hated getting food poisoning and not being able to 
shower on at least an every other day basis. That was the shitty part about touring. That, and there were 
people that he missed back home. 


There was literally not so much as a droplet of surprise to be had when the realization that no longer was he 
in the shower alone hit. It hit in the way of the water spray being redirected onto a taller, skinner body 
causing him to look up from a mop of hair that was only half wet with severe annoyance veiled only lightly by 
ebony tresses. "Move," he managed, trying to sound commanding but it really didn't have the boom behind it 
that it would have had if, say, Andy had said it. He was pretty sure Andy could read the telephone book and 


sound more commanding than he did at his most abrasive, and it made him pout just a little bit. 


“Alright, alright," spoke the drummer before shuffling around in the hotel shower to stand behind Jake as 
opposed to in front of him. The guitarist had no sooner grabbed for the shampoo than he felt hands on his 
hips again, squeezing out drastically more hair care product than he really needed due to the shock factor. 
None the less, he slathered it on his freshly dyed hair before tossing it dramatically away from his face.. only 
partially aiming to slap the drummer in the face in the process. The only sigh it worked was the ‘augh!' that 
came from behind him and he grinned a bit of a shit-eating grin Served him right. 


But then came the voice that made Jake feel bad. "What the fuck man?" to which he meekly apologized, 
lathering the shampoo into suds in his hair. God, it felt good to get days worth of sweat and grime off. Even if 
it was only a few. While he was lucky in that he very, very rarely looked outwardly dirty and likewise only 
very rarely had an outward stink to him, it wasn't something he was interested in pursuing. He liked being 
clean Days and days and days without a shower was just not something he was able to do. Well, he was able 


to. But he wasn't particularly happy about it. 


Initially, he wasn't particularly happy about the fact that his hands were pushed out of the way and he felt 
fingers scratching playfully against his scalp, effectively washing his hair. He was independent, thank you. He 
could do shit himself. But then he let out a happy noise when CC's nails found scalp and, wow, it felt pretty 
damn good. So he leaned into the touch a bit until he felt himself pulled into the water's flow to rinse off the 
shampoo. Well, at least his hair was clean, but now there was soap all over his face and he blew air rapidly 
through his lips to keep from tasting it anymore than he already did. And while he didn't see it, he knew that 
the drummer was grinning at him. Dick. It took a while to clear the soap away from his eyes, long enough to 


spot a drummer that was using his shampoo. Again. "You know, you should probably buy your own" 
"| left it on the bus," came the reply that made him fight to not roll his eyes until it hurt. 


"And you didn't think to go get it, even though you were planning on showering." 


"Nope." 


"Ass," came the guitarist's voice in response to the blunt, negatory response. But he couldn't help but smile. 
How was it the drummer always managed that? Even as he play-punched the skinny arms before going for his 
conditioner, carding it through his hair as he watched the drummer using his shampoo. Oh well. At least it was 
cheap. He wasn't Ashley, spending god knows how much money on his fancy shampoos and stuff for his hair. 
Jake's just puffed up anyway, what with the heat that was Warped Tour. (Not that he was complaining. He 
loved it) 


His head tilted back as he let the water rinse out the conditioner, only to expose his neck.. which he really 
needed to start remembering was a very, very bad idea as he felt lips on it. Of course, he took a moment to 
ponder over if there was a lingering soap taste from the hair care products, but if there was, it certainly 
wasn't something the drummer was concerned about. His breath hitched, his hands found the upper arms of 
the drummer-very toned to be so stick-like-and gripped on as thought for dear life, letting out a faint 
whimper as that spot was attacked. No fair. No fair, that was cheating. 


A hand migrated from arm up into long, black hair, grabbing fast to the locks and trying to pull the other 
away. But it was halfhearted at best. He liked to play a bit like he wasn't going to just go along with it even 
thought they both knew better. They always did. So eventually the hand in CC's hair served only to direct lips 
from his neck and onto the guitarist's own lips, pushing them together meekly before the more vivacious 
drummer took control. Hands around neck and hands around waist, soapy, wet bodies pushed against each other 


was warm water slowly became cold. At least the pipe wasn't busted this time. 


"God-" came a voice that Jake would hardly peg as his own when he felt hands exploring down his sides, to his 
hips. Oh, fuck They'd been too busy, or he'd been to sick, to really mess around much lately and maybe he 
was a bit more pent up than he really liked to let on Hands grabbed even harder onto the back of the 
drummer's neck, twisting a bit into the hare at his nape and eliciting a moan of his own He liked it. Those 
occasional moments that he was able to cause the other to lose a bit of control were his favorites. He was 


fairly submissive.. not that that came as a surprise to, well, anyone, really. "CC-" 


Lips met lips again Both faces were at least slightly flush, from the steam or from the actions going on 
between the two bodies, neither was really sure. But Jake almost lost his balance on the slippery floor when 
one hand traveled down the direction of his hip to curl around his manhood. Yeah, he wasn't exactly soft, but 


he wasn't fully hard. But it didn't stop CC from chuckling just a bit. 


"Dude-" came the voice of the shorter of the duo, "you've just-after what we were-what do you /expect,/ 
man?" came an only mildly coherent string of words as he struggled to keep his grip. Literally and 
metaphorically. He wasn't known for staying cognitive when the drummer was doing this kind of stuff to him. 


Especially when he hadn't in a while. 


‘lm not laughin’ at you, dude. | just think it's fuckin’ hot how you just, lose it" That made Jake's face find a 
shade of red that he was pretty sure had not been invented yet. And so he burrowed his face against CC's 


narrow chest, gasping and panting as he felt a hand moving along his length. Oh. Fuck. God, he was good with his 
hands. Sometimes Jake felt inferior cause he didn't know if he could rival just how genuinely good the drummer 


was. It was a genuine worry, too. But the other wouldn't keep coming back if he wasn't. Right? 


"Ohgod," came a whimper as thought was obliterated again, a thumb rolling over the tip of his cock making his 
eyes snap open against pale chest before squeezing them shut again Now he was holding pretty fast onto the 
hair of the drummer, not even knowing why. Just so he had something to do with his hands, he guessed. His 
hips pushed against the mild resistance of the hand ever so slightly and he really thought his body was on 
fire. Though the water was still running hot. He could blame it on that-right? It was almost hesitant when his 
lips pushed against CC's collarbone. HE didn't do a whole lot of exploring like that. 


A sound of wet hair being flipped away from his face was audible as he felt the taller male leaning in towards 
his ear. Even the breathing made a jolt go through his body straight to his crotch, but what came next was.. 


something else. "| want you." 


To clarify, yes. They'd messed around before. But it never got to the point of, well, fucking. They usually 
stopped just shy of that. Usually it was just, mutual hand jobs in the bunk. Or shower. Or bathroom. And CC 
had sucked him off once but-that was that. Once. The idea of actually-going--‘all the way' with the other was 
enough to make him wince. Out of worry and out of the face that, well, CC was a drummer and a big cock 
seemed to be necessary on a drummer's resume. But that seemed to be what the other was leading up to and 


it made him stop breathing for a few seconds before blinking his eyes rapidly. 


"You mean-like.." he managed out in that hesitant voice of his, having to laugh to cover up the awkwardness 


that he felt settling in. Oh boy. 


The drummer moved away a bit, looking down at him (he hated how tall everyone else seemed to be 
sometimes, or maybe he just felt particularly small today) and he saw the lank form shrug. "| mean, if you 


don't want to-" 


Had his face not already been crimson, he was completely positive that he was now. Blinking, he looked at CC as 
he combed his own hair away from his face. The fact that the drummer just looked like a wet, kicked puppy 
right now made his heart clench up as he managed a nervous smile and laugh. He hated that it was his 
response to nerves. To smile and laugh. Usually it made things worse but that was, just how it worked. "No. | 
mean. | don't mean that | don't want to, that's not. Not why | said no. | just.." Wow. How did he ever make it 
through interviews again? He fidgeted a bit, looking down. His body had obviously reacted to all the ongoing 
physically sexual torment between himself and the other male. And so he rubbed the back of his head. "What 


about lube?! 


That's when he paused. He saw the drummer pause, and then he heard that laugh. And he saw that grin, even 
through the hair that was over his eyes as he gave a bit of a shrug. "I, uh. Have some," he said, nodding 
looking at a small bottle that was sitting next to the shampoo. And that's when he heard himself groan even 
before he could really force himself to do it. 


"Wait. So, you thought to get lube to put in the shower.. but you didn't think to get your shampoo and 
conditioner." And he saw that grin again and all he could do was laugh. And, lean forward and push his lips 
against the drummer's. Usually, he didn't make the first move. So when the lankier of the duo didn't respond 
for a second or two, he figured he was just surprised. Which made him smile through the kiss just a bit until 
he drew back and pushed his wet hair away from his face again. The water was still running, after all. "You're 


an idiot." 


He felt CC pull their bodies again with a grin. "Yeah yeah,"came the reply. He'd heard it all before and he knew 
the games they played. But when hands moved down to the small of his back to hiss ass he let out a noise 
that straddled the line between a gasp and a squeak. Squasp? No. That just sounded like some sort of 
unpleasant squash. Regardless-it was a funny little noise, if any indication could be taken from the chuckle that 


he heard from the drummer followed by a, "What the hell was that, dude?" 


"Shut up," came the almost whiny voice as Jake's head found its place against the drummer's narrow chest 


again. 


"Relax." He heard CC moving a bit, before the lanky frame moved away just long enough to grab the bottle of 
clear liquid. Frankly, Jake was surprised. No crazy colors, or flavors, or glowing in the dark? It was almost a let 
down. But he only just glanced at it before the cap was popped open, some applied to the fingers of the male, 
and hands were back on his ass. And a finger was.. ahem. 


"Dude, don't clench up," coaxed the skinny drummer as Jake could only nod a bit, willing his body to relax as- 
wow. That felt. Really weird. Not all together bad but it just didn't quite feel normal. His eyes squeezed closed 
again, though, when he felt that finger starting to move in and out slowly. Wow. Okay. That was, weird. But his 
body fell into a rhythm: it was like he was breathing in time with the movement of the finger inside of him. 
Then, impatient CC slid in a second finger that sent a jolt through his body and he whined a bit 


"Ow. Ow." 


So a cycle came of it for a while, and even with slow preparation, the water was cold by the time that a 
second finger could thrust freely. Feeling bad, one of Jake's hands moved between their bodies to slowly stroke 
along the length of CC's.. ever impressive penis. How the hell was that fair? Fucking drummers. Literally. Ha ha. 


"| can't," whined Jake, his hand not stroking along the drummer's manhood grabbing on to his chest when a 
third finger tried to push in Fuck, it hurt. It hurt too much and he shook his head. The water was cold 
anyway, and this wasn't fun anymore. Hell, between the pain and the cold water he'd already totally lost the 
mood. No such for the drummer as he looked up at him, saw a second of disappointment in his eyes before he 


felt lips on his forehead. "l'm so-" 


"Nah. It's fine. | didn't think you could work up to it in one shot anyway," said the drummer with a knowing grin 
"Some chicks can't even handle it, dude." 


That was a scary though. Though he groaned out at the loss of fingers inside of him, he felt relief before he 


paused, shutting off the water after rinsing his hair again. But then he thought. And though. And he turned to 


the other, sliding down to kneel in front of the tall man whose back was to the shower wall. 


"What are--/fuck/," he heard the protest turn to a breathy moan as fingers tangled into his hair. His lips had 
only just slid past the head of the thick cock attached to the skinny drummer. (How the hell did he support 
that? And not get lightheaded when getting a boner?) This was something he'd considered doing. Hell, CC had 
done it for him. In all honesty, he was just returning the favor as he trailed his tongue along the underside. 
Not often did he watch porn, but, well, he had a bit of experience and.. he was a man, god damnit, so he at 
least had a good grasp on what felt good when he received it. Or watched porn. Either way. Eyes almost shyly 
flicked up to look at the male that was receiving the actions, getting a bit of satisfaction when he saw teeth 


pulling at his lower lip and a pleasured look on his face. 


One hand was splayed on the visible, bony hip of the narrow male as he tried to take a bit more in his mouth. 
Not that he was that great at it. He couldn't deep throat and felt his gag reflex freaking out when the cock of 
the drummer was maybe one third of the way in. So shifting more fully down onto his knees, one hand stroked 
the length that couldn't find its way into the guitarist's lips. It wasn’t the best blow job in the world, but A for 
effort, right? 


Nails against scalp would likely beg otherwise, though. A heavy breath came through his nose when calloused 
fingers tangled into the hair at the base of his neck. Fuck, that was sensitive, and it made his body twitch a 
bit. 


It was likely due to the high amount of foreplay or the fact that they simply hadn't messed around in a while, 
but the warning he got from CC a few minutes later—"m close, dude," if he recalled correctly—was enough 
warning for him to pull away and move out of, er, firing range. He gave the drummer a few more strokes, 
standing up as he did so and heard the well known moan, saw him go weak in the knees for a moment, looking 
down between them at the puddle that had formed on the bathroom floor. Why was cum so gross? He would 


never be able to understand how CC was able to swallow that. 


Lips were on his as fingers combed through his hair, a light kiss, a gentle kiss before they both pulled away 
and smiled gently at one another. Then he felt the drummer slip from within the shower and toss him a towel, 
which he wiped off with halfheartedly (their messing around had given both of them ample time to dry, for 
the most part) before wrapping it around his waist. What was the point of showering if you were just going to 
get into empty clothing again, anyway? 


The drummer was the first to depart the bathroom, towel over his shoulders while his recently serviced 
manhood was allowed to be fully visible. But as he stepped out from the corner of the hotel room that 
contained the closet area and the bathroom, he made a strangled noise and shifted the towel from his 
shoulders to his body. Curiosity piqued, the guitarist came out behind him and promptly shoved his face 


between the shoulder blades of the taller male. 


On the second bed was Jinxx, a pair of thick-rimmed reading glasses sliding down his nose as he glanced up 
from the paperback novel he was thoroughly engrossed in. 


"Did you-" 


"Yes," was the only reply that they got, and the only one that they really needed. 


